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politics and philosophy. Cards were his favourite form of
relaxation, and soon they were playing red dog or pedro for
twenty-five cents a hand. He was still inventing all sorts of
ridiculous practical jokes. Whenever anarchists such as
Emma Goldman visited the ranch, Jack set on their dinner
plate a book with the title A Loud Noise printed in bold letters
across its cover. When the unsuspecting anarchist opened
the book it would explode in his hands from the firecracker
concealed in it. He always used their fright and consternation
to show them that they really wouldn't overthrow the
world by force even if they had the chance. The water
glass with the hole in the side was reserved for lay visitors
who were so stunned by the fact that they were actually
sitting at the dinner table of the great Jack London that
they could hardly breathe, let alone eat.

Finn Frolich, a Norwegian sculptor and sailor with the
most tremendous, booming laugh ever vouchsafed to mortal,
whom Jack had made his court sculptor and jester, says:
"When I came up there I found they were playing like
children, playing tricks and all kinds of funny games. When
the joke was on Jack he would laugh more than any of us.w
A favourite trick was to place a man against the dining-room
door to measure his height, and then hit the back of the door
at the head height with a mallet. The joke that got the
best laugh was practised on prissy people: holes were bored
through the floor of the guest's room, and rope interlaced
between the holes and the bedposts. After the guest was
asleep the jokesters would begin heaving on the ropes,
which would rock the bed violently. The guest would tear
out into the yard in his nightclothes crying, "Earthquake!
Earthquake!" In Chop and Stop the newcomer would be
seated on the ground; as water was poured between his
spread legs it was his task to keep chopping up mud to make
embankments. When the victim had enough water collected,
and was working frantically to keep it from running over,
his feet would be seized and he would be pulled forward into
the puddle of his own making. "Jack was just an overgrown
kid," says Carrie Burlingame, a neighbour from Sonoma.
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